“ It seem’d to say, ‘ The loveliest flower 
That keeps unmoved its native sphere. 
May brave the seasons’ changeful power. 
And live through many a stormy year j 
For mercy guides the fiercest gale, 

And halcyon skies again prevail. 

“ ‘ Happy are those alone who aim 
In duty’s quiet path to shine, 

And careless of the meed of lame, 

Unseen their fairest garlands twine ; 
Whilst He whose eye in secret sees 
To them the amaranth, crown decrees.* ” 



So dear and charming are flowers, that one 
readily imagines every body must love them ; and 
well and beautifully has it been said of them, that 
they seem the true philosophers of their race, for 

“Not a tree, 

A plant, a leaf, a blossom, but contains 
A folio volume. We may read, and read, 

And read again, and still find something new. 
Something to please, and something to instruct, 
E’en in the noisome weed.” 

Their generous and cheerful faces ever give a 
kindly greeting to the troops of merry village 
children who revel in their blossomy wealth ; and 
right welcome are they gladdening the eyes of the 
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poor mechanic when he breathes the pure fresh 
country air on Sunday, and gathers a handful of 
gay cowslips and gaudy daffodils, and prouder 
foxgloves, to carry home for his window ; or se- 
lects the modest violet and meek-eyed forget-me- 
not for his rustic vase. 

“ Sweet nurslings of the vernal skies. 

Bathed in soft air, and fed with dew. 

What more than magic in you lies. 

To fill the heart’s fond view ? 

In childhood’s sports companions gay. 

In sorrow on life’s downward way, 

How soothing ! in our last decay 
Memorials prompt and true. 

“ Relicts ye are of Eden’s bowers. 

As pure, as fragrant, and as fair 
As when ye crown’d the sunshine hours 
Of happy wanderers there. 

Fallen all beside— the world of life, 

IIow it is stained with fear and strife ! 

In reason’s world what storms are rife. 

What passions rage and glare ! 

“ But cheerful and unchanged the while 
Your first and perfect forms ye shew. 

The same that won Eve’s matron smile 
In the world’s opening glow. 

The stars of heaven a course are taught. 

Too high above our human thought. 

Ye may be found if ye are sought, 

And as we gaze we know. 
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